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angrily on the lad. "And you're dragging the Master out over
they girt marshes, are ye, too, then? It's that little white scut of
a Missy Zoyland ye be after, Sam Dekker; and don't 'ee forget
that I told 'ee of it! Oh, I do know 'ee, I do know 'ee, Sammy,
me blessed babe! Tis a daffadowndilly day, like this day be,
that leads to these unholy doings. On days like this day 'tis hard
for young men to bide quiet at home and take their cup of tea
with their dad, brought sweet and strong to 'un by such as knows
what a minister's table should be. A lot you care, Master Sam,
what poisonous foreign sweetmeats your dad'll have to eat, and
what devil's dam drinks he'll have to drink, out there over
Splott's Moor. It's thik Missy Zoyland ye be after. Look at's
cheeks, Master! Look at's hot cheeks!"
"I didn't know Mrs. Zoyland had a daughter, Penny," re-
marked the Rector gently, looking anywhere except in the direc-
tion of his son's confusion.
"I never said she had, Master," averred the woman stoutly,
glancing at her embarrassed foster-child with a defiant glare.
"Penny's thinking of that Fair at Hornblotton, Father, when I
took Mrs. Zoyland on the merry-go-round with me. You were
there yourself. You saw us. I'd be ashamed to say such unkind
things of a quiet little lady like that, Penny!"
"I baint said nothing about no quiet lady," protested Mrs.
Pitches. "My words be to do wi' a young master, what stands
afore us, among these here 'taties."
"Well, Penny," said Mr. Dekker with decision, "I'm afraid it
looks, anyhow, as if you'd be a lone woman today. Sam's quite
right. I did promise the Zoylands to walk over to Whitelake River
this afternoon and I did tell Weatherwax that we would come
across to lunch. Did Miss Drew send for any brandy as I told
her to?"
"Brandy!" cried Penny Pitches in high dudgeon. "Ye'll have
plenty of brandy left, ye will, if ye go giving it round to all the
old maids in Silver Street!"
"But, my dear Penny," said Mat Dekke*, stretching out his long
white-shirted arm across the handles of the wheelbarrow and tak-
ing the woman caressingly by the shoulder, "Miss Drew sent
Weatherwax for that brandy that we might drink it at lunch, we